ACT III               PRIVATE    LIVES
AMANDA (brightly) : Well, what's happened ?
VICTOR (sullenly): Nothing's happened.
AMANDA : You ought to be ashamed to admit it.
SIBYL :  Where's Elyot ?
VICTOR :   In there.
AMANDA :  What's he doing ?
VICTOR (turning angrily awaj) : How do I know what
he's doing?
AMANDA : If you were half the man I thought you
were, he'd be bandaging himself.
SIBYL (with defiance) : Elyot's just as strong as Victor.
AMANDA (savagely) :  I should like it proved.
SIBYL : There's no need to be so vindictive.
AMANDA : You were abusing Elyot like a pick-
pocket to me a little while ago, now you are standing
up for him.
SIBYL : Fm beginning to suspect that he wasn't
quite so much to blame as I thought,
AMANDA :   Oh really ?
SIBYL: You certainly have a very unpleasant
temper.
AMANDA : It's a little difficult to keep up with your
rapid changes of front, but you're young and inex-
perienced, so I forgive you freely.
SIBYL (heatedly): Seeing the depths of degradation
to which age and experience have brought you, Fm
glad I'm as I am!
AMANDA (with great grandeur): That was exceedingly
rude. I think you'd better go away somewhere.
(She waves her hand vagtely.)
SIBYL :  After all, Elyot is my husband.
AMANDA : Take him with you, by all means.
SIBYL :   If you're not very careful, I will!    (Sbt